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Of socks, which are specially set aside For this purpose strange and undignified. And still he lies in a slumber deep, And joyless my life if I break his sleep. My task completed, I slip away, As noiseless as a shadow play.
My brothers all 1   I cannot conceive
What means this mystic, peculiar rite Of the wearing of socks in the morn, but believe "Tis a symbol which shows how the sun god's
light Is  obscured  by the  shadows of darkness and
night.
Perchance 'tis a form of worship base, All lacking in seemliness, virtue, and grace.
But this I know, that my Sahib's command Was stern and strict, and each morn with this hand For ten long years I did as he bade, And his toes in the woollen socks arrayed.
And then came his marriage.    Six months ago He crossed the Black Water on short furlough. And when he returned a bride he brought, An English Mem,* a child untaught, A simple girl, all pink and white, And I scarce could conceal a pious delight, When I thought how priceless would be my aid, And how seldom my counsel would be gainsaid * Lady,